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Pacific Ghost Highway 


Never mind 

the purpose 

never mind the 
persistency of time 
all alone together 
all alone 

in the 

summer 


of my prime 


while the 
city sleeps 
as the 


moonbeams 


pierce the night 
down along 

the coastline 
on one last 


nocturnal flight 


carried 

through on 

dark wings 

guided by 

the compass 

in the sky 

in a dreamlike 

state of consciousness 
as the lighthouse 


passes by 


Couldn't find 

the right words 

in the haze of it all 
answering to my 
own set of angels 
when misfortune 


made the call 


tried to find 

my neutral space 
tried to move 
against the flow 
one chance 

ten times divided 
in this giant 


undertow 


underneath 

the painted leaves 
caught in the 
parallels 

of my mind 

in a sordid 

state of innocence 
leaving 


it all behind 


Behind 

the windows 
behind 

the clouds 
behind the 
bitter mask 
of lies 


I will obey 


I will repent 
I will forever 


close my eyes 


Like 

the servant 

to his master 
in a play from 
an ancient past 
the sound of 
rolling thunder 
closing in 

on me 


at last 


You Il see 
me up there 


lighting fires 


before 

the summer 

turns to fall 

being and becoming 
tomorrow 

there ll be 

nothing 


here at all 


Days have 
come and 
nights have 
gone 

for the timid 
and the weak 
I need a dollar 
for ascension 


in this instant 


that I speak 


this time 

I got to close 
this time 

I saw it all 
now my fate 
shines black 
as silver 
sealed 

ina 


crystal ball 


by the 

architects of fortune 
by their 

spineless code of bliss 


in a paranoid 


delusion 
delivered 


from all of this 


All 

the planets 

are lining up 
for the psychic 
medicine man 
as I tremble 

in the balance 
of some 
perfectly 


finished plan 


with a 
melancholy 
nothing face 
planting roses 
for the dead 
just a far and 
distant echo 
inside someone 


else’s head 


with 

the grace 

ofa 

crippled dinosaur 
all ridden 


with disease 


and the promises 
of better times 
that brought me 


to my knees 


Ive 

embraced 

the sun 

Ive caressed 
the dream 

of a balanced 
peace of mind 
I kept a close 
watch on my pride 
in a world 

so twisted and 


unkind 


now the 
suicidal winds 
are calling me 
with different 
names 

from the abyss 
down below 
were my 
childhood 
anxieties 


remains 


just 

a creepy 
motherfucker 
just 

a bastard 

son of man 


with 


my vices 

and addiction 
and a broken 
lifeline 


in my hand 


All the Pieces of You 


In a time 

where all is quiet 
in a mind 

where all is still 
sometimes 


never is forever 


when destiny 
goes in 


for the kill 


sometimes 

tears of rage 

are falling 
though 

the sky seems 
bright and blue 
and the past 

is all that matters 
among 


the chosen few 


So let down 
your guards 
patiently 


let down 


your guards 

or you will 

fail to see 

you better 

mark your cards 
and let the light 
shine through 
to all 


the pieces of you 


In a place 

where nothings 
sacred, 

where silence 

is just a joke 

and the truth 

of things lies hidden 
in the words 


you never spoke 


sometimes the 
serpent’s path 
seems 
winding 

as you follow 
the butterflies 
to the dark end 
of the rainbow 
where the 


sanctimony lies 


In case 

death could 

have a Meaning 
in case life 
should not unfold 
keep the simple 


sense of honesty 


from the stories 


you ve been told 


And let down 
your guards 
patiently 

let down 
your guards 
or you will 
fail to see 
you better 
mark your cards 
and let 

the light 
shine through 
to all the 


pieces of you 


Song ‘94 


It came across 

as a bad mistake 

so much can happen 

in a blink of an eye 

the wall of laughter ‘gainst 
my handful of dreams 
somebody said 

I should start 


living a lie 


Began walking 
the endless mile 


like Johnny Thunders 


with the heart 

on my sleeve 

I figured out that 
my best of 

times was coming 
I figured out it 
was the right 


time to leave 


Like a legend 

in its own time 

I'll watch the 

desert turn to gold 
and when the masks 
are falling 

nothing is revealed 


so I ve been told 


Spent the days living 
in between the lines 
my head in a poem 
both feet 

on the ground 
collecting stardust 

in a brown paper bag 
while time 

was passing 

without 


making a sound 


I crossed 

the bridges 
towards a 

different path 

I threw the shadow 
of something 


wiser now and 


I thought I had my 
banquet of plenty 
but found it 

was over 


before it began. 


Been 

down here 

for a while now 
still walking 
the endless mile 
a pile of drawings 
and a bottle 

of wine 

the wall 

of laughter 

now reduced 


to asmile 


Can't help 

feeding the fire 

I watch 

the candle burn 
from both ends now 
don't need no ride 
to the end of 

your rainbow 

hope I still get there 


someday somehow 


And when my 
demon flower 
withers 

with these 
days of 


suspense 


left behind 

and 

the Black Angel's Death Song 
echoes through 

the hallways 


of my mind 


Like a legend 

in its own time 
I'll watch the 
desert turn to gold 
and when the 


masks are falling 


nothing is revealed 


nothing is revealed 


now you ve been told 


Dead but Dreaming 


6 a.m. 

on the 

Jersey Turnpike 
full tank of gas 
a Cherry Coke 
and 


I'm going south 


got 
“A Pocket Full of Rainbows” 
humming 


quicksilver daydreams 


in my head 

and I’m busting out 
of the city’s smog 
to 

the shores 

of yesteryears 

just like 


it once was 


dead but dreaming 


Soul Side Suicide 


Tried to be 
so condescending 


in a scene 


that’s ages old 
the veil over 
her eyes 

and the 
darkness 
tattooed in 


her soul 


Now the 
Devil's in 
the details 
and the wine 
is in her hand 
through the 
gateways of 
forever 
everything 

is written 


in the sand 


Has it really 
come to this? 
embraced by 


twisted sorrow 


The taste 
of one 
last kiss 
no regrets 


no tomorrow 


The pain 
is all that 
matters 
when the 
world is 
caving in 


her days 


have lost 
their meaning 
feeding on 
the emptiness 


within 


now she fails 
to see 

the purpose 
in a heart 
where it 
always rains 
self-pity 

is such 

a virtue 
when only 
her vanity 


remains 


Now the 
Devil's in 
the details 
and the wine 
is in her hand 
through the 
gateways of 
forever 
everything 

is written 


in the sand 


Has it really 
come to this? 
embraced by 


twisted sorrow 


The taste 


of one 


last kiss 
no regrets 


no tomorrow 


The Power of Three 


When the seven 
gates are closed 
and the nature 
of your heart is 
not your friend 
when every 
sparrow falling 


reminds you that 


every circle has an end 
go chase that 

ghost of youth 

down the ancient 
bootleg whiskey trail 
penetrate the goddess 


in the garden of the frail 


the shape shifting 

killer clown 

dancing backwards 

to the Fatback Band 
speech-impaired 

and nine lived 

courtesy of 

the promised land 
beware that demon’s stare 
the eye that blinks 
without an earthly form 


his thought-control defiles 


pestilent and vicious 


like a storm 


And when it 

all comes down 
peace of mind 
is momentary 
like in those 
books of old 
the hero needs 
its adversary 
seal the shallow 
servant’s smile 
seven deadly 
blessings 

in his hand 


and now his 


story s told 
the secrecy is 


buried in the sand 


So listen 
closely now 

the train 

of thoughts 

has slowed 
down to a crawl 
my guardian 
angel lingers 
patiently to 
catch my fall 
Spawning 
lifeless subtleties 
in tests 

of time across 
the great divide 


pawning the hand 


that feeds 
to go up 
against the 
persistence 


of the tide 


Picture 

when a 
daydream’s caught 
entangled 

in black 

roses on a shelf 
sent 

across the 
grasping waters 
back into 

the outer 
cosmos of itself 


through 


a noble 

act of prudence 
shadows, 

shapes and 

steel strings 

carry on 

facing 

the childlike piper 
caressing every 
moment 


when it’s gone 


Gaze upon that 

fragile poet 

shamelessly condemned 
to the obscure 

a life lied upon 

the crooked line 


waiting for St. Vitus 


to occur 

but Aphrodite’s” 
beauty ’s fading 
it seems 

like destiny 

has missed 

its mark 

she’s going 
nowhere fast 
condemned to haunt 
these wastelands 


in the dark 


Jerry King 

and 

his atomic sister 
escaping in 

the electric rain 


paralyzed with 


Botox kisses 

her final loss 

will be his pain 
sentimental 

chord progressions 
drowning out 

the church bell’s chimes 
over the 

galactic airwaves 

on the road 


to better times 


Perhaps 

the morning sun 
could melt 

the icy vein 

that 

plagues 


your death 


and if every other 
measure fails 

Ill offer you 

the hand 

with my last breath 
tonight 

the stars are out 
shining down 

in humble grace 
to light the paths 
of things to come 
from Jerusalem 


to Melrose Place 


Circle of the Morning Star 


Step into 

the circle 
please take 
my hand 
now that 

the ceremony 


Starts 


I'll be 

the joker 
and you Il 
be the thief 
to steal the 


heart of hearts 


A dream 


of unparalleled 


beauty ends 

as the morning 
star descends 

a dream 

of unparalleled 
beauty ends 

as the morning 


star descends 


From the 
beginning of 
the beginning 
to the middle 
of the end 
from the 
middle of 

the middle 

to the end 


of the end 


From the middle 
of the beginning 
to the middle 

of the end 

from the end 

of the beginning 
to the 

beginning 

of where 


it ends 


As the 
morning star 


descends 


As the 
morning star 


descends 


Oral Sex in The Age of Deconstruction 


My lies 

are getting old 
but I tell°em 
pretty well 

and in sin 

there is salvation 
guess I’m going 
straight to hell 
handcuffed to 
some suicide blonde 
I hope she 


doesnt die in vain 


Prozac and 
tomato juice 
strawberry 


and champagne 


Just like 

Jesus Christ 
answering to 

a call of the wild 
just like poetry 

just like Shakespeare 
to a child 

just like Jeffrey Dahmer 
in the moment 

of seduction 

just like oral sex 

in the 


age of deconstruction 


The winds 

of a 1000 yesterdays 
keeps whispering 
in my ear 
reassuring me that 
the time is right 

I got nothing 

left to fear 
making love 

and making 
beliefs are all 
there ever was 

in that twisted 
dance of sanity 
my gain will 


be your loss 


The multitude 

is always wrong 
they never 

get around 
philosophy 

is such a drag 

and politeness 
can t be found 

first you hope 

and then you dream 
then you ll laugh 
and then you Il scream 
silence 

can make 

sucha 


crazy sound 


Just 


like Jesus Christ 


answering to a 

call of the wild 

just like poetry 

just like 

Shakespeare 

to a child 

just like Jeffrey Dahmer 
in the 

moment of seduction 
just like oral sex 

in the age of 


deconstruction 


deconstruction 
deconstruction 
deconstruction 


deconstruction 


Song 96 


It’s 

been such 

a long 

time coming 
Ive 

seen the 
patterns for 
a while 

I fake forgiveness 
and put on 

a smile 

I ain't 
coming 
down from 


this one 


imagination have 
grown wings 

as the clouds 
start weeping 
and the 
melancholy 


sings 


Tonight 

I'll sleep 
among the 
ladies of 
the canyon 
silence 
descending 
down on me 
like a lost 


companion 


Suffer the 
winter s 

cold wind 

for it bears aloft 
next 

summer's seeds 
my heart is true 
true as steel 

it is real 

and it 


bleeds 


The ghost 
without 

a name 

stands laughing 
in the rain 
while 


the poison’s 


running 
through me 
as if to kiss 
away the pain 
my eyes are 
painted black 
my lips are 
turning pale 

I 

see a 
different picture 
as I hear 


the siren’s vail 


The gathering 

of the nightbirds 
and the moonlight 
closing in 


it’s time to 


silence all 

the voices 

still whispering 
from within 

I 

ain t coming 
back from 

this one 

my 

perception 
have 

grown wings 
now the clouds 
are weeping 
and the 
melancholy 


sings 


Tonight 


I'll sleep 

among the 

ladies of 

the canyon 

silence descending 
down on me 

like a lost 


companion 


Suffer the 

winter s 

cold wind 

for it bears aloft 
next summer's seeds 
my heart 

is true 

true as steel 

it is real 

and it 


bleeds 


Sole Sister 


If it’s 

only rain 

then she 
wants more 
but it might 
be love 

and she’s 

not so sure 
that’s the way 
it’s always been 
since the 

day her 


pride started 


sinking in 


Trusting 

no one 
always 
keeping score 
can't find 

her space 

like she 

did before 
that’s the way 
it's always been 
since the 

day her 

pride started 


sinking in 


My muse 


my enabler 

hate to see 
failure 

dawn on you 

SO 

cover up the pain 
you will remain 


sole sister 


If it’s 

only rain 

then she 
wants more 
but it 

might be love 
and she’s 

not so sure 
that’s the way 


it has to be 


since the day her 
pride started 


kicking in 


My muse 
my enabler 
hate to see 
failure 

dawn on you 
so try to 
keep it sane 
you will 
remain 


sole sister 


From Out of the Night, They Came 


Born from 
darkness 

they conquered 
the night 

in the fog 
surrounding 

them all 

almost invisible 
almost divine 
eternally youthful 
stumbling through 


eternity 


From out 
of the night 
they came 


slowly crawling 


from out of 

the shadows 
into our world 
from out 

of the night 
they came 
slowly crawling 
from out of 

the shadows 
and into 

the consciousness 


of our world 


A rose 

in bloom 

a shrinking violet 
making us 
instantly intrigued 


listening to the 


sound of colors 
beautiful creatures 


building belief 


Follow 

the footsteps 

of the vampire 

to acold 

and icy place 
mirror the sorrow 
and depression 
of never 

to see 

the sun 


rise again 


From out 


of the night 


they came 
slowly crawling 
from out 

of the shadows 
into our world 
from out 

of the night 
they came 
slowly crawling 
from out 

of the shadows 
and into 

the consciousness 


of our world 


A Man on Wire 


As the hours 
keeps dragging on 
waiting for 

the limelight 

to shine on me 
tiny words on 

a notebook 

page 

reflecting thoughts 


on eternity 


paid my 

dues in 
somebody 

else’s shoes 
while waiting for 
something 


to rely upon 


better off without 
a change of heart 
when everything 
is said 

and 


done 


Pray for 

rain on 
midsummers eve 
I know 

that my 
conscience 

is clear 

childish dreams 
and make-believe 
the moment 


is finally here 


in the mind 

of the blind 
the one-eyed 
man is king 
staring through 
the darkness 
changing 


everything 


Seems like 
someone s 

got it in for me 
I received 

the message 

in a dream 

one night 


still flying much 


too close 

to the flame 
my only 
idea of 


a guiding light 


the pressure’s there 
but I’m going 
nowhere 

drawing squares 

in the 

desert of time 
accused of wasting 
every chance I had 
while [ll 

plead guilty 

toa 


lesser crime 


No use 

in trying 

to pretend 
anymore 

I have no 
regrets on 
what I became 
still wear 
the mark 

of the years 
gone by 
ina town 
that no 
longer 


has a name 


beyond 


the lines of 


what the 

eye can see 
the broken 
rainbow 

and a dead-end 
street 

the smiling 
faces and 


that girl 


with the hair 
keeps me standing 
on my own 


two feet 


Pray 
for rain on 
midsummers eve 


I know that my 


conscience 

is clear 

childish dreams 
and make-believe 
the moment 


is finally here 


in the mind 

of the blind 
the one-eyed 
man is king 
staring through 
the darkness 
changing 


everything 


Jewel of Denial 


What we have 

here is a dreamer 
and if you asked her 
she'd probably tell 


you she could fly 


Understanding love 
and sometimes death 
controls the shadows 
and the scenery 
from the corner 


of her eye 


The trees 


like lungs 


filling with air 
her sister 

the mean one 
pulls her 


long blonde hair 


Pretty faces 
stepping out of time 
make them shine 
for a little while 
walks among 

the children 

of the night 
clutching 

on to 


the Jewel of Denial 


The ghost of 

her first cigarette 
and the rhymes 
written 

in dark blood 

on pages stolen 
from my book 
it’s time to send 
this river home 
and let the clowns 
get away 

with murder 

for whatever 


chance she took 


The trees 


like lungs 
filling with air 
her sister 

the mean one 
pulls her 


long blonde hair 


Pretty faces 
stepping out of time 
see them shine 

for a little while 
walks among 

the children 

of the night 
clutching 

on to 


the Jewel of Denial 


What we have 
here is a dreamer 
and if you asked her 
she'd probably tell 
you she could fly 
understanding fate 
and 

sometimes lust 
controls 

the passion 

of the 

moment from 

the corner 


of her eye 


Pretty faces 


stepping out of time 


see them shine 
for a little while 
walks among 
the children 

of the night 
clutching 

on to 


the Jewel of Denial 


Days So Full of Night 


A black 


poison cloud 


came upon 
me one today 
brought 
mercury-nightmares 
of death 


and decay 


Miss 

Ravenhair’s singing 
from the valley below 
to the 

snow-covered 
mountains 

and the 


heaven above 


Dark angels 


of pestilence 


haunting my sleep 
in a stream 

of unconsciousness 
were 


Sanity weeps 


put your eyes 

in your pocket 

and your 

ear to the street 
before the 

voices are silenced 
by greed 


and deceit 


I ain't 
nobody’s father 
I ain't 
nobody’s son 
I’m chackled 
in chains here 
as time 


marches on 


the craziest 
of sorrows 
the blackest 
of light 

a heartful 
of thunder 
and days 


so full of night 


The darkness 
covers 

a multitude 

of sin 

when the 

beasts of prosperity 
speak from within 
in the voodoo 

of jealousy 

the folly 

of the brave 

hide all your secrets 
and take em 


to the grave 


Miss Ravenhair’s 
song 

has the 

color of tears 
she’s pale 

as the winter 

and wise 

beyond her years 
drawn to the fire 
that burns 

her the most 

she sings 

like a nightingale 
but dances 


just like a ghost 


Taint 
nobody’s father 
Taint 
nobody’s son 
I’m chackled 
in chains here 
as time 


marches on 


the craziest 
of sorrows 
the blackest 
of light 

a heartful 
of thunder 
and days 


so full of night 


The Brimstone Blues 


I hear the 

end is near 

there's a big 

flood a-coming 
better gather your 
friends on a 
mountaintop soon 
bring your Bukowski 
and your bourbon 
and wait for the rain 
it won't do you 

any good but 


it’s a killer way 


of going insane 


now the star maps 
are Clear, the planets 
speak against us 
the end times are 
here and it’s 
written in stone 

a rainstorm 

will emerge 

and wash us 

off the ground 
don't stand 

a chance against 
the elements 
when the oceans 


Start arising all around 


I fear the 

end is near 

there's a big 

flood a-coming 
better gather your 
folks on a mountaintop soon 
bring your Prozac 
and the black book 
and wait for the rain 
it won t do you any 
good but it’s a killer 


way of going insane 


now the bible 

states in the 

book of revelations 
that the storm clouds 
will nourish from the 


evils of man 


and conjure up a 
rainstorm to wash 
us off the ground 
king Neptune will 
await us when 

the oceans start 


arising all around 


Let it come down! 


A Kiss or a Whisper 


There’s a numbness 


in my veins 


that is blocking out 
the pain 

sit like a 
tranquilized buddha 
ina 


modernistic chair 


I get the 

thrills from the pills 
and the powder 
makes it louder 

I’m a supersonic 
sculpture covered 


in skin and hair 


There’s a shiver 
down my spine 


that’s descending 


from the mind 
48 hours passing 
with no daylight 


or despair 


There’s this 
denial in my heart 
screaming like 

a tart 

or like 

some fucked up 
eunuch to a god 
that just 


don’t care 


A kiss or a whisper 
a daydream or 


a gun 


my head is 
humming hollow 
in the shade 

of the 


morning sun 


A syringe 

or a crucifix 

60 seconds 

on my own 

my head is 
humming hollow 
together I’m 


all alone 


There’s a voice 
in my head 
and it’s on 


about the dead 


there’s a big 
black shape 
in the center 


of my room 


It’s that devil 
from my dreams 
just as wicked 
as she seems 
obscuring my 
view to 

the world with 


a veil of gloom 


But these 
eyes can 
make you vanish 


these ears can 


stand a lie 

this hand 

can paint a picture 
this voice 


can whisper why 


A kiss or a whisper 
a daydream or 

a gun 

my head is 
humming hollow 
in the shade 

of the 


morning sun 


A syringe 
or a crucifix 


60 seconds 


on my own 
my head is 
humming hollow 
together I’m 


all alone 


Heal 


I did it again 

I bled for you 

could just tell 

this would never last 
200 pounds of 


shame and 


the wounded echoes 


of my past 


Sometimes 

when you think 
you keep a secret 
the secret’s actually 
keeping you 

in a romance 

with addiction 
deception pulls 


you through 


On the shifting 
sands of time 

fearing the past 
will come alive 


there's 


nothing more 
I can reveal 
It’s time 

to accept 

It’s time 


to heal 


Such an 
undeserving creep 
to ever join 

the human race 
such a fancy 
lowlife nightmare 
such a hammer 


to the face 


But I wouldn't 


change it 

for the world 
we all become 
who we are 

we re all down 
here in the 
gutter 

but some of 

us are looking 


at the stars 


On the shifting 
sands of time 
fearing the past 

will come alive 
there’s nothing more 
I can reveal 


It’s time 


to accept 
It’s time 


to heal 


A Sadness Unending 


With the 
mind’s eye 
blinking 

the idea of 
deception 

is dead in 

its track 

I will be the 
one to choose 


with the pressure 


of the weight 
of the world 


on my back 


And as 

the cobwebs 

starts melting away 
revealing 

the prices to pay 
with the same 
dreams still at large 
and the pen 

in my hand 

I carry on 

with this 


sadness unending 


And for those 

who cannot grasp, 
comprehend or 
adapt to the 

passing of time 
remember one 

is never lost 
compared to the cost 
and subtleties 


in my crime 


And as 

the cobwebs 

starts melting away 
revealing 


the prices to pay 


with the same 

dreams still at large 
and the pen in my hand 
I carry on with 

this 


sadness unending 


With the 

mind’s eye blinking 
the idea 

of deception 

is dead in its track 

I will be 

the one to choose 
with the 

pressure of weight 
of the world 


on my back 


And as 

the cobwebs 

Starts melting away 
revealing 

the prices to pay 
with the same 
dreams still at large, 
the wine in my hand 
and 

the chimes of 

this 


sadness unending 


I’s Another 


A picture perfect 
moment so complete 
such a sight 

for blinded eyes 

a field of 

cubic roses 

made of sand 
passing me by 


as nighttime flies 


wide awake 
inside this dream, 
my tattooed 
memory 

holds the key 

to the 


gates of sleep 


in Astro black 
opening up 


so endlessly 


Twinkle twinkle, 
superstar 

time to count 

your blessings now 
self-absorption’s 
grown sad and old 
like your concept 
of love and theft 


somehow 


still I'd climb 
the oceans 
of your heart 


still Id sail 


the mountains 
of your mind 
still Id stroll 
the dark lands 
of your ways 
to learn the 
secrets 


of your kind 


A single drop 
of pain 

is all lam 
falling lightly 
to the ground 
no past 

or present 
lives at hand 
guided only by 


this crazy sound 


still alone in 

Space and time 
with the seasons 
changing all around 
please remain 

and serve me well 
in this maze 


where we are bound 


A Murdered Child Sleeps 


A portrait 


painted 


on the water 
under 

a different sky 
they cut off 
your wings 
before you 


learned to fly 


Time waits 
for no one 

it wouldn't 
wait for you 
it’s 

the beginning 
and it’s 


the end 


As the sun 


sun goes sinking 
there is no 
reason why 

they cut off 
your wings 
before you 


learned to fly 


they cut off 
your wings 
before you 


learned to fly 


Cursed by the 
idle hands 
of uselessness 


as the summer 


marches on 
cursed by the 
idle hands 

of uselessness 
this is not 


your dawn 


SO go 

to sleep 
little one 
go to sleep 
and sleep 


forever 


go to sleep 
little one 
go to sleep 


and sleep 


forever 


They cut off 
your wings 
before you 
learned to fly 
as the sun 
went sinking 
under a 


different sky 


they cut off 
your wings 
before you 


learned to fly 


Time waits 

for no one 

it wouldn't 

wait for you 

it’s the beginning 
and it’s 


the end 


SO go 

to sleep 
little one 
go to sleep 
and sleep 


forever 


go to sleep 
little one 


go to sleep 


and sleep 


forever 


cursed 

by the 

idle hands 

of uselessness 
as the summer 


marches on 


cursed 

by the 

idle hands 

of uselessness 
as the summer 


marches on 


go to sleep 
little one 
go to sleep 
and sleep 


forever 


The River Runs Black 


Fragments of 

a path unknown 
drifting further 
every day 
marked by 

the sentiments 


of time 


and shadows 


that have passed 


catch a glimpse 

of solitude’s divine 
in all 

its grace 

she follows 

closer now 
comprehending 
that the curse 


it is cast 


16 summers 
gone now 
16 summers 


left 


pictures of the 
broken flowers 
scattered on 
the ground 
memories 
should have faded 
or taken 

other shapes 
from back 
when her 
dreams were 
dancing 

naked 


all around 


She could 

catch a falling star 
if she wasnt 

left so far behind 
but all 


of it remains 


she should 

be in her 

bloom now 

and found some 
peace of mind 
somehow 

but all 


of it remains 


as the river runs black 


the water-colored 
clouds above 
brings a 
momentary bliss 
along the path 
she walks 

to an early grave 
she still recalls 
those melodies 
the music 

from the spheres 
behind that 
blue-eyed smile 
dwells an 
ancient soul 

that no one 


here can save 


let the 

changes arrive 
let the hours 

take their toll 
caught in a 
labyrinth of time 
come what may 
the twilight 
descends upon her 
and the moon 
feels much 

too close 

cause every word 
they ever spoke 
still haunts her 


to this day 


And she can 

make those 

words shine through 
any given 

State of mind 

on that tightrope 
walk of loneliness 
mesmerized 

yet patiently 

at ease 

just a 

glassy raindrop 

in a desert 

of deceit 

with all her 
bitterness and sorrow 


Stirring restless 


as the seas 


She could 

catch a falling 
star NOW 

if she wasn't 

left so far behind 
but all 


of it remains 


She should 

be in her 

bloom now 

and found some 
peace of mind 
somehow 


but all of it remains 


as the river runs black 


